The Chase®* 


All of life, I followed the rule of ‘100/50 percent’: If I am 100% unhappy in the 
present and odds are only 50% of that elsewhere, then I escaped. The method worked 
until eventually discovering that each separation circled around to the same origin: 
another cell, more bars, chains, and different realms in the same prison with me as the 
only discontented inmate. In youth, an inner voice asked only once, “Why do you evade, 
Self?” “How absurd!” I snorted. My disbelief ran faster — away from a place, person, 
thing, task, circumstance or relationship never knowing where breakaway would lead or 
what it would yield. During midlife, pondering the voiceless question once more — “for 
what did I search? True self?” My retort, ‘how insane! Am I nota self, always?” 
Consequently, like an insane rodent trotting full speed upon an exercise wheel, going 
nowhere in a lifetime evading now, passing through time running in circles, I continued 
hastening after an invisible ecstasy somewhere, ‘out there.’ All sacrifice was never 
enough in exchange for the ever-elusive prize at an indefinite finish line. Frantically, I 
followed ‘an unfamiliar’ always just out of grasp phantom which never presented itself 
for a close look; appearing as what one would glimpse through a small hole in a veil, 
circus tent or curtain blocking forbidden pleasures. It teased me on with seductive 
glimpses of a true self. Beckoned by a taste while denied the bite, I begged for more by 
pressing harder against all resistance to it. My youth, exhausted by fatigued-despair, 
finally vanished into old age; in surrender, I abandoned the reward my life pursued to 
cease following the valueless, unknown trophy, a forbidden fruit without the tree — a 
faceless, fleeing backside. I stopped; it stopped, too! As I turned to forever walk away, it 
also turned to firstly face me squarely. In lucid vantage of crystal clarity, arrived my first 
true gaze at the whole pointlessness glaring back at me of a life-consuming hunt — it was 
‘y.! 


